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My story begins in a lonely old house on the edge 


[yes f BUT MY BONES ARE BEGINNING! AH.. I'M TIRED FROM 
TO ACHE. ..AND THE PAINS IN MY ^ MY TRIP? LET ME 
BACK... ARE GETTING STRONG? ¥ SIT DOWN FOR A ■ 
1 1 MUST HAVE ANOTHER WHILE? 

[OPERATION TONIGHT ' 


IDE, NIGHT IS FALLING. 


rj BUT, FREDERICK?] 
y rr has been^HeH 
F/V£ YEARS 
THIS TIME . . . ]■ 


IT WAS IN VIENNA? TWO YOUNG STRUGGLING SCIENTISTS. ..WITH AN IDE A ?~ 


/THEN. IFOUR EXPERIMENTS ARE CORRECT, T ETERNAL LIFE 7 
HENRY.. . AND WHAT WE HAVE PROVEN ABOUT J REPLACING THE 61 
THIS ELAND IS TRUE, WE HAVE SOLVED ^ WITH A YOUNGER 0 
THE BAFFLING PROBLEM OF THE AOINO OF \oAN MEAN ARREST 
[A HUMAN BODY? THINK WHAT IT CAN MEAN iMWOLD ASET — 


WE MUST PROVE nY NO .. . COUNT^a 
HENRY? WE MUST/ ME OUT; FREDERICK.) 
TRY IT. ON r7 x DO NOT WANT 
OURSELVES? )( ETERNAL LIFE? I 

' — ■ WANT TO GROW OLD 

AND DIE WHEN MY j 
Jj^^^TIME COMES? 


you’re a FOOL, henry? THINK or rrij 


[AS YOU WISH, FREDERICK >7\ HERE? IN A 
BUT WHERE CAN WE GET IjHIS PAPER?) 
A YOUNO GLAND? WHERE* IOOF.' J 
[WILL WE FIND ONE 


YOU CAN LOOK AS YOU LOOK TODAY 
. . . FI FT Y. . . A HUNDR |D YEARS FROM 
NOW ? T WANT IT, EVEN IF YOU 
DON’T ? YOU WILL PERFORM THE S 
OPERATION ON ME T WE OWE IT j 
TO SCIENCE.. .TO THE WORLD 1 J 





Ah,yes,frederick...i remember well' the paper 
TOLD OF A YOUNG COLLEGE STUDENT'S UNTIMELY DEATH f 
OUR EXPERIMENTS HAD PROVEN THAT THE GLAND REMAINED 
ACTIVE AFTER SUDDEN DEATH FOR 48 HOURS f THAT NIGHT, 
WE WENT TO THE CEMETERY AND EXHUMED THE STILL - 


— — -TR LITTLE SICK 1 
FROM THE ANESTHETIC 
...BUT ALL RIGHT f M 


T HAT WAS FIFTY YEARS AGO< 
TWENTY YEARS LATER, I WAS OVER 
FORTY FIVE... YOU SENT FOR ME • 
WHAT A SHOCK TO SEE YOU... STILL 
YOUNG. ..STILL FULL OF YOUTH f ” 


WE MUST REPLACE IT... WITH A 
YOUNC, STRONG GLAND.' WE 
MUST CONTINUE WITH THE 
EXPERIMENT' WE MUSTY 







[EXACTLY' WELL, THE GLAND HAS' 
[WEAKENED... IT MUST BE J 

Ireplaced? henry, it must J 
Lbe replaced TONIGHT* J 


I MAY NOT BE HERE BY 
THEN, FREDERICK? WHY 
NOT TELL... NOW * > 


'After your recovery, the conversation about 

PUBLISHING A REPORT WAS FORGOTTEN... AND I WEN 
AWAY? BUT TEN YEANS LATER YOU SENT FOR ME 
A6AIN?" 


r THE GLAND MUST WORK 
MUCH HARDER NOW? IT 
CANNOT LAST AS LONG? 





“And so, for the fourth time in forty-five years.we 

WENT AGAIN TO A CEMETERY AND REMOVED A BODY NOT YET 
W JUST HOLD THE ^ 
’ LIGHT, HENRY' I 
AM STRONG. I WILL 
MANAGE IT ALONE-fJ 


USE A LOCAL ANESTHETIC, 
I WANT TO WATCH IN THAT < 
MIRROR ON THE CEILINGiJ 


r l CANNOT HELP YOU, FREDERICK! 

I AM TOO OLD TO DO THIS jad 
KINO OF WORKfip \V'” < ^ ig *>ffii 


'NO. ..IT WILL NEVER 
COME TO THAT.' ^ 
PERHAPS A ■^**1 
YOUNGER GLAND' ) 1 

A CHILDS'S JB 


YOU MUSTS' 
YOU MUSTS 


OOOqfs 




YOU... VOU STRUCK. 
GASP.. .YOU... FR£l 
ttY HEART/' 


ClEVER.THESE SCIENTISTS f SENDING A TELEGRAM TO 
I HIMSELF... THAT WILL BRING A YOUNG MES8EN0ER TO HIS 


f HELLO... POSTAL UNION/ 1 WANT TO SEND A 
TELEGRAM... QUICKLY. .TO FREDERICK C ASTON.. 


TELEGRAM FOR FREDERICK 
w CASTONf 




Carefully, Frederick 


...AND THEN... AS THE SCALPEL LAYS BARE THE 
PLACE WHERE THE GLAND IS LOCATED... 


[Shocked 


Weakly, he sinks to the steps. 
HIS BODY BENT AND OLD... HIS 
FEATURES CONTORTED... UGLY... 
WRINKLED-WITHERED... 


And that's the story, dear reader? Frederick 
FINALLY DID DIE, MOLD MAN .' WHO KNOWS?HE MIGHT 
HAVE LIVED LONGER IF HE HADN'T CRAVED ETERNAL 
LIFE' OH... BY THE WAY-I SUPPOSE YOU'RE WONDERING 

_ WHAT FREDDY SAW WHEN HE...ER ... 

v 7 OPENED UP...THAT MESSENGER' 

/ WELL... HE FOUND NOTHING' IT 
/<T^\ I SEEMS THAT PART OF THE BOY'S 
V SPLEEN HAD BEEN REMOVED... 
fL' V THE PART WITH THE GLAND' 

> SEEING THAT GAVE OLD FREDDY 
I \ WjAT'V 7 THE SHOCK OF HIS LIFE? WELL... 

I LL SEE Y0U NEXT ,SSUE W,TH 
ANOTHER TALE FROM THE 


'HE CRYPT OF 

[TRRORf 



OUT OF THE DARK NI6HT HE WALKED.HIS HANDS TRAINED IN THE ART 


OF KILLING, HIS BRAIN A SEETHING FERMENT OF DESTRUCTION? HIS 


w 


EYES SAW LIFE, AND HIS HEART LOVED THE GRAVE, FOR HE WAS — 





Edgar bowman was a careful workman.' he checked I 
HIS SWITCHES AND HIS WIRES CAREFULLY, EVEN AS I 


AAAAASHHH.'H O...NO? I LL D< 
ANYTHING' GIVE ME ANOTHER 
CHANCE.' I DIDN'T KNOW... IT 
WOULD BE LIKE- - THIS.' 


HE WAS A BAD MAN.' HE PAID 
THE PENALTY f AND I— I WAS 
FATE'S INSTRUMENT TO r 
BRING HIM TO HIS DOOMfJT 


SPINELESS WEAKLINGS, EVERY LAST 
ONE OF 'EM' I THOUGHT THIS ONE 
WOULD BE DIFFERENT. SHE'S 
SUPPOSED TO BE COLD -INHUMAN' 
BUT SHE YELLS JUST LIKE THE . 
REST? ,^-v *4 






PRISONS SENT HIM INVITATIONS TO ATTEND THEIR 
EXECUTIONS AS QUEST OF HONOR... 


From ocean to ocean, the name of edgar bowman 

BECAME KNOWN. HE WAS A SYMBOL OF JUSTICE.' HIS 
HANDS WERE OUICK AND CERTAIN. HE KILLED CALMLY, 
QUICKLY.' WITH HIM, DEATH WAS A SERVANT TO HIS 
BIDDING? HE WENT ON THE RAOIO.ON TELEVISION 


CASPER JONES--NOT GUILTY? 
ARTHUR BOWAY-NOT GUILTY? 
WHAT'S THE MATTER WITH > 
JHOSE JURIES, ANYHOW*^ 







WE FIND THE DEFENDANT, 
BETTY BATES -NOT 
GUILTY l J 


WE FIND THE DEFENDANT, 
GEORGE FLOOD — NOT . 
GUILTY' 


' THAT'S ALL THEY ' 
CAN SAY, THE IDIOTS! 


THEY ARE GUILTY! GUILTY OF- 
UURDERf AND AS STATE EXECU- 
TIONER — it's up to me to 
EXECUTE THEM! OF COURSE! 

I'M BEING TESTED— BY SOME 
HIGHER AUTHORITY! IF I FAIL— 
they'll take my job away! y. 


That night, as casper jones 


an executioner! of course f 
THAT'S WHAT I AM. AND SINCE 

I AM — I'LL execute r A 


e^mnuur, 


f HIS HAND WILL TOUCH THE 

Iron fence gate . . .and whe» 
IT DOES... 






7 * 

", 







2 






HE IS ONLY THE FIRST/THERE 


DEAD BY EXECUTION.' IT WAS A 1 
SIMPLE MATTER TO RIG UP MY WIRES 
SO I COULD FLOOD THAT METAL GATE 
WITH ENOUGH ELECTRICITY TO KILL d 
A DOZEN MURDERERS? 


SAFE ...SAFE AT LAST, AFTER ALL THOSE 
MONTHS OF WORRY.' X DON'T KNOW WHO 
KILLED JIM — BUT I DIDN'T/ AND THANK 
GOODNESS... THE JURY BELIEVED ME I 


WARM SHOWER/ IT'LL HELP 
ME SLEEP.. .LET ME FORG 
MY MURDER TRIAI 


DEAD/ ONE MORE HAS PAID THE 
SUPREME PENALITY FOR HIS EVIL/ 
BUT THERE ARE OTHERS.. . MANY 
OTHERS FREED FROM THEIR FATE 
^ BY A STUPID JURY. .. 


TWO HAVE DIED/ GEORGE " 
FLOOD WAS FREED BY A JURYT 
I WAS THERE MYSELF TO HEAR 
THE TESTIMONY IN HIS CASE / 
BUT HE SHALL NOT ELUDE 
^ JUSTICE/ a 


eeeeseAAA/^^ 





TION-GLOVEO HANDS- 


I THAT GEORGE FLOOO CLOSED HIS 
ACCOUNT BOOKS AND WALKED 
TOWARD HIS LITTLE SUBURBAN 


’ WHEN THIS LIVE WIRE TOUCI 
FLOOD-- IN HIS RAIN-WET 
CLOTHES — IT WILL BE JUST 
AS EFFECTIVE AS THE 
^ELECTRIC CHAIR HE 
2.-, CHEATED? W4 


%\AAGGGHH' 


In the police stations, hardfaceo detectives are 



Next day, a plainclothes man 
TOOK UP HIS POSITION, ALWAYS 
WITH HIS EYES FASTENED ON THE 
FORMER PRISONER OF THE LAW... 


But even as the executioner leaped forward, 

HIDDEN BY DARKNESS AND THE SHADOWS, A BRILLIANT 
BOLT OF ELECTRICITY LI3HTED UP 
THE SCENE LIKE A BEAMOF SUNLI_GHT7__^ ^^^^_ 

B hi 

a man there r 


r I'LL BE HIDDEN IN THE^B 
1 SHADOWS --A OUICK LEAP ^1 
-AND THEN TO LIFT HER INTO 
.THE WOODEN WATER TROUGH- 
. WHERE HIGH VOLTAGE WIRES 
• WILL ELECTROCUTE HER ... ^ 


IF IT HAON'T BEEN FOR THAT 1 
LIGHTNING... I WOULDN'T HAVE 
SEEN HIM. ..UNTIL AFTER HE'D 
LIFTED MISS BATES... AND 
TOSSED HER IN THAT ELEC- i 
JRICALLY TREATED WATERT^B 


I —I'M SCARED? I DON'T 
TO DIE! NO... NO? STOP. 

k! T0Pf AAAAAGGGH.' 


Itate Trooper Mark Holliday looked down 
at the body stretched in the snow at his feet. 
The man had evidently been skiing down 
treacherous Hairpin Turn . . had momen- 

tarily lost control of his skis . . . and had 
crashed head-on into the gnarled old tree 
which poked its tremendous girth up out of 
the snow and ice around it! 

"I can't imagine how in the world it could 
have happened," mumbled the giant of a 
man standing at the Trooper's elbow. “This 
turn on the ski slope has a bad reputation, I 
know . . . but still ... he claimed to be an EX- 
PERT skier! Awful bad ACCIDENT!" 

Trooper Holliday nodded almost unconsci- 
ously to the tall man's speech. Funny thing, 
he mused. An EXPERT skier, this Jack Benson 
sayB . . and yet the man can't stop himself 
short of such an obvious obstacle as this old 
tree! 

"I just happened to be looking out of the 
window of the Inn when I saw this guy go 
shooting down the hill," big Jack Benson was 
saying, his large St. Bernard’s eyes roving 
over the landscape. "Sure happened sudden 
. . . an awful tragedy . . . accident like this!" 

Trooper Holliday looked down at the dead 
man. His eyes roved over the figure . . . moved 
on to the trunk of the tree . . . and then crossed 
back to the spot where towering Jack Benson 


stood, his feet stamping against the snow to 
keep his toes warm. 

"YOU do much skiing, Benson?" asked Hol- 
liday. "See any other accidents like this 
in all the time you've owned that inn up there 
on the hill?" 

Benson's eyes squinted at the State Trooper 
before he answered. "Can't say as I have. 
Officer ... first kind like THIS!" 

Trooper Holliday rubbed his chin, let his 
hand rest momentarily under his coat. When 
he brought it out, the fingers were gripped 
tight around his revolver. 

"You better put your hands up, Benson . . . 
we’ve got a trip to make to Headquarters!" 

Benson started to sputter his innocence, but 
one look from the Trooper quieted him. 
"Couple of things don't look like accidents to 
ME! The bark of the tree where the victim was 
supposed to crash, for instance," said the 
Trooper. "If you look closely you'll find it isn't 
even peeled . . . and yet the man was sup- 
posed to hit it hard enough to crack his skull! 
And his clothing . . . got too much on him, 
especially for an expert skier! But what points 
the finger at YOU," said the Trooper, as he 
steered Benson down the snow-covered hill- 
side, "are those skis! The man on the ground 
is less than five-and-a-half feet tall . . . and 
those skis are long enough for a giant! A 
Giant like YOU!" 


CRYPT-KEEPER’S CORNER EXTRA 


I have a question that has puzzled me for e 
while now. I wasn't around In the early 50's, 
but I have a few original Tales from the Crypt 
comics and I noticed Inside the front cover of 
them at the bottom It says that “Tales From 
The Crypt" was formerly “The Crypt of 
Terror." I have the last “Tales From The 
Crypt" which was #46, and Inside there Is an 
article that says E.C. was not planning to 
make a #46. Instead they were going to make 
#45 the last and make a fourth title called 
“The Crypt of Terror," but because the 
comic censors felt Tales. Vault and Haunt 
were a "bad Influence on kids" they made a 
Crypt #46 and ended the 3 titles. What I 
would like to know Is was there ever a "Crypt 
of Terror," and If not why did they print that 
lies" was formerly "The Crypt of 


EC atartad a tltla callad INTERNATIONAL 
COMICS In 1 S47 with an laaua 01 . Tha dtla was 
Chang ad twloa (to INTERNATIONAL CRIME 
PATROL and. latar, to CRIME PATROL), 


of CRYPT, than, daaplta tha laaua numbar. 
With tha fourth laaua of CRYPT, tha tltla waa 
changad to TALES PROM THE CRYPT; H la thla 
nama which waa uaad for tha longaat thna and 


OF TERROR f 



THE CRYPT 01 


TALES FROM THE CRYPT. 


I ABOVE IS THE COVER OF 
“CRYPT #1” (CRYPT OF 
| TERROR #17, 1950) AS IT 
APPEARED UPON ORIGINAL 
RELEASE. 



iDttister Corning picked up the telephone 
and called the Police station. While he held 
the phone, waiting for the connection to be 
made, he let his eye rove around the room. He 
could breathe a little more easily now. he 
thought to himself, his eye resting for one mo- 
ment on the trophy case with the metal plate 
screwed to its top. Mafhew Corning Cura- 
tor was inscribed in black on the bronze strip. 

"Is this the Police station?" he asked the 
voice on the other end of the line. "Tins is 
Mathew Coming. Curator over at the Mid- 
town Museum and Zoo. I'm' afraid there's 
been a little trouble over here .1 think we'll 
need your assistance!" Coming reached 
across the desk as he spoke and picked up a 
vial which contained an oily liquid. He 
cleared his throat, rolled the vial between his 
fingers. "The trouble took place just ten min- 
utes ago . . . over in the Snake cage! A man 
who once worked here wandered in . evi- 
dently poked around! And now we've got 
a corpse on our hands!" 


It had gone off precisely as he had planned 
it, Coming thought to himself as he dropped 
the vial into his coat pocket. That meddlesome 
Smith had come back today as he had prom- 
ised. All set to tell the authorities about that 
bit of trouble Coming had with the law years 



before. Unless, of course, Coming could make 
it worth his while to be quiet about the epi- 
sode And so he had made preparations to 
welcome Smith . . . something in the way of a 
farewell party, he thought to himself with a 
chuckle! The snakes . . they had been the 
easiest way out of the difficulty! Who could 
question the death of a man who had stum- 
bled into a cage-full of poisonous serpents? 


The Detective stared down at the body of 
the man which the Zoo attendants had 
dragged out of the Snake Cage. The clothing 
around the shoulders was tom and shredded 
. . and deep in the man's throat were two 
tiny punctures, which were beginning to turn 
bluish! Nasty thing, thought the Detective . 
to be killed that way by the bite of a poison- 
ous snake! He stared closer to the corpse, and 
then he straightened out, his pencil point tap- 
ping against the glass top of the Curator's 
desk. 

"Anybody else around when you heard the 
nojse from the Cage?" the Detective asked 
Coming. 

"Nobody that I know of,” Coming an- 
swered. his fingertips rubbing against the vial 
in his coat-pocket. "I guess we were alone 
here . . just the two of us . . and a cage-full 
of SNAKES!" 

"Those marks are curious," the Detective 
said, his pencil tapping. "I remember reading 
something recently about snakes. Seems they 
very rarely will bite a man above the knee . . . 
certainly not as high up as the throat! And the 
reason is simple ... no snake is large enough 
to arch its back and reach much higher than a 
foot-and-a-half off the ground!" 

Corning gulped. He could feel his palm 
moist against the vial in his pocket. 

"Those punctures undoubtedly contained 
snake venom," the Detective was saying, but 
Coming could no longer hear him very dis- 
tinctly. "But I don't think they were adminis- 
tered by a snake's fangs! Perhaps YOU can 
tell us how they WERE administered. Mister 
Coming . . . down at Headquarters!" 





SO THAT IT'S UNRECOGNIZABLE. . 
FINGERPRINTS BURNT OFF WITH 
ACID.. . ALL LABELS SNIPPED OFF 
THE CLOTHING * THIS IS A REAL 
UNKNOWN CADAVER* 


I'LL RUN DOWN8TAIRS TO 
LET THE HOTEL MANAGER 
KNOW. .. ANO TO CALL THE \ 
LAW? YOU STAY HERE ... 
JUST TO MAKE SURE NOBODY 
TAMPERS WITH ANYTHING 1 


BETTER CALL THE POLICE. 
THERE'S SOMETHING UP IN 
ROOM 608 THAT THEY'LL 
BE ANXIOUS TO SEE * ^ 


EXCUSE ME, SIR. 
I COULDN'T HELP 
OVERHEARING YOU ! 


DETECTIVE Y IT'S NOT ON MY 


MUROER.EHf THAT'S 1 
BAD . . . YOU'O BETTER] 
CALL THE POLICE, A 
^SHANNON? 


DON'T YOU THINK WE'D 
BETTER CALL THE HOTEL 
MANAGER. TOOT I MEAN.. 
RIGHT HERE IN HIS HOTEL. 


* tIIND . ..IT'S ON MY 
FLOOR'. A BODY 
AND! KNOW WHAT 
THAT MEANS. ..I'M A 
PRIVATE OETECTIVE 
L MYSELF* J 





W- WHY.. IT'S A RECEIPT FROM THE 
STREET-WALKER CAMERA COMPANY! 
FOR ONE OF THOSE PHOTOS THEIR 
CAMERAMEN TAKE ALL OVER THE 
CITY... YOU BRING IN THE RECEIPT 
AND THEY DEVELOP THE PICTURE 
WHICH CORRESPONDS TO THE 
NUM8ER ON THE RECEIPT THEY . 

HAND YOU? 


Five blocks 


HERE COMES JACK ...WITH ’ 

SOMEONE WHO LOOKS LIKE 
A COP! I'LL SASHAY DOWN J 
TO THAT PHOTO OUTFIT... 

GET THE PICTURE DEVELOPED! 
THAT MAY TELL US WHO THE 
VICTIM IS! ■ ^ 


YOU BET, MA'M...HAVE IT 
READY IN A JIFFY! JUST 
GRAB A SEAT.-. IT WON'T 
KjAKE LONG! (| 


HERE IT IS, LADY... ALL DEVELOPED 
AND PRINTED! AND IT'S A BEAUT.. 
CLEAR AS CRYSTAL! LUCKY THE 
CAMERA THAT TOOK IT HAD BEEN 
TURNED IN FOR THE DAY . OTHER- 
WISE YOU MIGHT HAVE HAD TO 0 
■V WAIT FOR A WHILE! 


- YES... J- JUST HAND 
IT OVER? 


NO ONE I KNOW... BUT MAYBE IT'LL 
HELP JACK OR THE POLICE FIND 
OUT WHO THAT IS THERE ON THE 
FLOOR ! THIS MAY BE THE CLUE 
.THAT SMASHES THE CASE! 




While back at the majestic hotel. 


EXCUSE ME, CAPTAIN HALL... I DON'T LIKE TO 
IN ON THE POLICE. ..BUT MAYBE THIS WILL HE I 
SINCE THE SAFE WAS RIFLED.. .AND ONLY WINSI 
KNEW THE COMBINATION. ..THIS MAN MAY HAVE BE 
KILLED BECAUSE HE SAW WINSLOW IN THE 
^ ACT OF ROBBERY f | y 


I GUESS YOU ALL OVERHEARD THAT 
OEUCATE STAGE-WHISPER OF MY 
ASSISTANT'S' IT WAS SO QUIET IN 
HERE YOU COULD HEAR AN EAVES- 
DROP' IF WINSLOW IS ON THAT 
PLANE, HE'LL BE PICKED UP AS 4 
SOON AS IT LANDS' UNTIL THEN, jl 
.WE'LL JUST WAIT' 


CAP'N HALL... HERE' 
THAT INFO ON THE 
AIRPLANES YOU 
WANTED' JUST 
CAME INTO THE 
NEAREST STATION 
HOUSE OVER THE 
TICKER' , 


l NEVER 
^ MIND THE 
LONG STORY.. 
WHAT'S THE 
LOW-DOWN' 


HE SIGNEO INTO THE TRANS - 
NATION AIRLINES AT 2:30 OR SO... 
BOUGHT A TICKET ON THE 2:38 
PLANE TO CHICAGO. REGISTERED 
AS PAUL WINSLOW OF THIS CITY.' 
NO CHECK YET AS TO WHETHER 
HE ACTUALLY GOT ON THE PLANE! 


W-WHAT IS THIS.. 
A WAKE ? 








This is the night of the full moon. . . the buildings of 
GOTHAM ARE STEEPED IN A DRENCHING RAIN AND A 
HEAVY FOG BLANKETS THE CITY.FORMING EERIE PAT- 
TERNS IN THE NIGHT. .. 


Between lightning flashes, a figure runs the 

LENGTH OF A STREET.. . DARTS TO THE DOORWAY OF A 
BUILDING AND FRANTICALLY HAMMERS ON THE DOOR. HE 



YES? WHAT CAN ) 

' rALPH.' 1 - 

WHAT ON EARTH...? 


THERE' NOW ^ 
JUST LIE BACK J 
AND RELAX. 4 
RELAX, AND 
TELL ME WHAT'S 
FRIGHTENED < 
YOU SO... 


A DAY LIKE THIS 1 
MAKES YOU FEEL . 
GLAD YOU'RE * 
ALIVE, EH RALPH? 


WHAT'S ALL THE 
COMMOTION ABOUT, 
DESK CLERK? . — 


We THOUGHT 
LITTLE OF THE 
EVENT AND 
RETURNED TO 
THE INN. AFTER 
A GLORIOUS 
DINNER WE 
RETIRED TO 
THE ROOM WE 
SHARED AND 
WENT TO BED. 
THAT WAS MY 
LAST RESTFUL 
NIGHT, GEORGE. . 
FOR AS WE 
DESCENDED 
FROM OUR ROOM 
THE NEXT MORN- 
ING, WE FOUND 
THE INN A HUB- 
BUB OF EXCITE- 
MENT... AND 
FEAR f 



HUM... NO. NOTHING HERE TO ... WAIT, WHAT'S THIS « 
A REDDISH STAIN. ..LIKE. ..LIKE BLOOD?. . . AND 
SHORT CURLY HAIRS f DOS'S HA/B f OH.NO. . . 




HURRY UP, RALPH.' GOT A BIG 
NIGHT OF FUN AHEAD' WE’RE 
GOING TO SEE THE FOLIES> 


Gay, EXCITING PARIS' THE THRILLING, PULSATING 
NIGHT LIFE, COUPLED WITH THE WINE AND CAREFREE 
ATMOSPHERE INDUCED US TO PROLONG OUR STAY... 




I 'YOUNG WOMAN BRUTALLY SLAIN.' 
...BODY MUTILATED.. .AS IF ATTACKED 
BY WILD ANIMAL . ONE SHOE ^ 
MISSING. .rONE SHOE . 


I QUICKLY DRESSED, AND DISPOSED OF THE BLOODY 
SHOE BY THROWING IT DOWN AN INCINERATOR SHOOT! 
WHEN I RETURNED TO OUR ROOM, GEORGE, YOU WERE 
THERE.." j s'" ■ 


As OUR CAR SPED TOWARD THE COAST OF FRANCE, I 
FOUGHT TO KEEP FROM BEING ENGULFED BY THE FEAR 
THAT SEETHED WITHIN ME- 


KNOW.' IM SURE.' BUT WHAT CAN I DO? 
IN X STOP MYSELF? HOW CAN I STOP?? fA 
WHEN I'M OUT OF THIS COUNTRY. ..YES, 

E THEN I'LL BE ALL RIGHT AGAIN... 


WH...WHY, RALPH! I 
I thoOght you were 
I HAVING A GOOD TIME? 
BUT, IF YOU WANT TO 
LEAVE, IT'S OKAY BY 
ME? 


Time inched its way across the 
CALENDAR AND THE WEEKS PASSED 
QUIETLY..QUIETLY... UNTIL A FEW DAYS 
BEFORE WE WERE TO SAIL! FOR IT 
WAS A NIGHT OF A FULL MOON-. AND 
THE WEREWOLF STALKED AGAIN?" 








YES, RALPH, YES' I'M THE WEREWOLF' 

I KILLED THOSE PEOPL Ef I DID IT' A 


, . . AND NOW FM GOING TO KILL YOUff 


The horrified scream ofa man in the agonies of 
DEATH PIERCES THE NIGHT'S STILLNESS. ABOVE THE 
WET, DESERTED STREET, THE FULL MOON IS THE ONLY 
WITNESS, ■■ | 


